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ON VIEWING A LANDSCAPE 
IN LANCASHIRE 

Though out of hearing of the world I sing 
And to unheeding ears, the more do I 
Cherish my scorned pipe, nor lay it by, 
Nor, for what tears or laughter it may bring, 
Can I cease uttering that impetuous note 
Which for pure joy on this free air doth float. 

^ Beholding thee, dear native North Country, 
I glow with passion that I cannot write : 
Passion that subtly takes me at the sight 
Of each grim hedge, each bitter holly tree. 
Each bristling bed of gorse, each upland lawn 
Where larks and throstles sing against the dawn. 

Precious the view outspread on eithef hand : 
Here, where harsh lonely pastures barely keep 
Slow-moving, leisured cattle, nibbling sheep ; 
Down there the river, smooth-laid meadow land. 
Sharp mounting to this bleak, thorn-crested lea, 
Untenanted of all the world — save me. 
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PREFACE 

The author's grateful acknowledgments are due to the 
Editor of The Nation, the Editor of The Academy, and to 
the Principal of the Ladies' College, Cheltenham, for their 
kind permission to reprint poems that have appeared in the 
pages of The Speaker, Literature, and in The Ladie^ Coliege 
Magazine. 
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SONGS OF THE UPLANDS 

TO ** PIERS PLOWMAN" 

Glorious uplands 
Sweeping to skyward, 
Ribbed with the seams of 
Ancient furrows^ 
Wind-laid, rush-tufted, 
Ridging the barrow. 
Ploughed there of old time 
By some grave husbandman, 
Sturdy Piers Plowman^^ 
Our foremost father. 
Who, as he mounted the 
Lea with his oxen. 
Here haply breathed a space. 
Gazed on the welkin, 
Down in the west there 
Watched the sun setting, 
Then slowly nightwards. 
Stall wards he drove them; 
Hedged his rude implement. 
Stabled his oxen, 
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lo SONGS OF THE UPLANDS 

Dragged his stiff rusty limbs, 
Wearied with delving, 
Towards the warm ingle-nook, 
In his poor homestead. 
There, while the thrifty wife 
Kindles the embers, 
Sets forth the homely fare, 
Scant, meagre pottage, 
.There, by the steaming bowl 
Dreams consolation. 

Hail ! to thee, husbandman. 
God save thee, plowman 1 
Carved in oak effigy 
Oft have I seen thee. 
Carved in grey stone work. 
Rough hewn, not moulded, 
Witness of seasons, of 
Sowing, of reaping. 
Some quaint medieval 
Chancel adorning. 

Thou emblematic 
Man of the ages. 
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TO '* PIERS PLOWMAN** ii 

Humble dispenser of 
Nature's great sacraments. 
Flinging her incense, 
Garnering her fulness, 
Storing her wine and wheat, 
Life from death bringing. 

Hail, thou eternal 
Sower and harvester ! 
Hail, thou unwearying 
Son of the soil ! 
Swain of the seasons^. 
Labour's life-effigy. 
One well acquainted with 
Dire toil and poverty* 

Hail, lowly dweller on 
Life's bitter margins. 
Hail, thou mate-fellow of 
Thorny discomfort. 
Starvation, pestilence, 
Lawless injustice. 
Oft have I seen thee 
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12 SONGS OF THE UPLANDS 

Hewn, never mouldedi 
Some quaint medieval 
Chancel adorning. 

Bent o'er thy plowshare 
Oft have I greeted thee. 
In thy scant plowman's smock, 
Sport of wild weather; 
Bent o'er thy plowshare 
Fronting the wind and rain, 
Thou stooping, earth-stained. 
Unwearying husbandman. 
Crooked as thy sickle, with 
Overmuch harvesting, 
Gaunt as a blasted tree, 
Twisted and shrunken^ 
Yet a skilled harvester^ 
Our brave forefather. 

Haste to thine ingle-nook, 
Hie thee to homestead; 
Drowse by the steaming pot, 
Dream consolation. 



Digitized by 



Google 



TO ''PIERS PLOWMAN 

First-born of mother earth, 
Heir of the seasons^ 
Dream on and doubt not, 
These shall not fail thee. 

Winter's already past, 
Spring heralds summer. 
Lift thine eyes, husbandman, 
Lift, nothing doubting. 
See, where fulfilment of 
Promise awaits thee. 
Lo ! where the cornfields, 
Ripe for the sickle, 
Gleam in the sunlight. 
Ready for reaping I 
This thy due, husbandman, 
Who shall take from thee? 
Thine, thine the joy of 
Fields white to harvest I 
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A MARCH THRUSH 

Wake up I Wake up I 

Quick ! quick ! quick ! quick I 

Come near 

And hear, 

As I pipe, as I pipe, 

How my voice is ripe, 

Is ripe. 

O joy ! O joy ! O joy ! 

For the goodly light 

Which doth destroy, destroy 

The evil night. 

All hail I All hail, God's Light ! 

Awake ! Awake ! 
How can you lie 
So long abed. 
Whilst I, whilst I 
With my music shake 
The leafy brake 
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A MARCH THRUSH 15 



Or slender head 
Of grey birch tree. 
Hear me shout 
" Come out to me! 
Come out, come out! " 

Listen how I will 
Trill, trill, trill, trill ! 
Sweet, sweet, sweet 
Is the early morn ! 
I come to greet, to greet 
The peeping corn. 
And drowsy buds 
Of the tangled thorn. 

And my wing, my wing 
Doth brush the dew 
From close-clipped yew 
As on I pass 
To sing, to sing 
My early mass; 
And to wake up 
Each buttercup. 
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i6 SONGS OF THE UPLANDS 

Or daisy flower; 

To chant the hour — 

No watchman sour, 

But a merry one. 

Six o'clock, o'clock — six o'clock! 

Up I shepherd up! 

Lead forth your flock. 

Arise ! arise ! 

See how the sun 

Doth fire the skies. 

Shout, shout aloud 

How every cloud 

Doth fainting die 

Before his eye, his eye. 

His burning eye I 

Come along ! come along ! come along ! 

Ere I end my song; 

For hark! for hark! 

At chanticleer. 

With answering bark 

Of terrier. 

List the chime ! the chime ! 
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Now the farm doth wake. 

Tis time, *tis time 

That I do take, do take 

My rhyme away; 

For now doth break, doth break, 

The prime o' day. 
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BIRD NOTES: A LARK AND A 
PEEWIT 

Right over the lea 

The wind whistles loud. 
Yet a lark mounts with glee 

High up in yon cloudy 
To the gale spreading every feather, 

Singing well, singing well. 

Hark ! his notes rise and swell. 
Song-cresting the billowy weather. 

But down, far below. 

Sweeping close to the ground, 
Flying high, flying low, 

And circling round, 
Cries a peewit, a peewit, 
A querulous peewit, 
'' / knew it would blow, 

I knew itf I knew it. 
Do you thinky do you think 

You can do it, can do it? 
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BIRD NOTES 19 

/ very much fear 

You wiU rue tt, will rue it, 
For once donCy remember^ 

You cannot undo tt, 

Remember y you cannot undo it! ** 
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A THRUSH AT DAWN I 

Is it dawn yet? 

Is it day yet? 

Cheep, cheep I 

Peep, just peep. 

There's a glimmer, a glimmer. 

Look, look, look, look. 

The clouds are breaking. 

The dawn is making. 

The morn is come. 

Listen to me, listen to me. 
Listen, listen, listen, listen. 

I'm up. 
The sun's up, 
Rouse the dogs. 
I'm whistling, I'm whistling, 
Ph-e-w I Ph-e-w I 
Up, get up, get up. 
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A THRUSH AT DAWN 21 

Chirp, chirp. 

To work, to work I 

Early to work, early to work. 

Don't be afraid, 

Afraid to work. 

Work early, work early, 

Worlc late, work late. 

Are you working? 

Can't you see yet, can't you see yet? 

Is it cold, cold, cold? 

Work'U warm you, work'll warm you. 

Chirrup, chirrup, 

Cheer up, cheer up. 

I can see you, 

Tm whistling. 

Listen to me, listen to me, 

Ph-e-w I Ph^-w ! 

Are you working? 

I like to see it, I like to see it. 

Cluck, cluck, cluck, cluck, 
Here's luck to you, good luck ! 
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22 SONGS OF THE UPLANDS 

Winter^s over, nearly over, 

Over, over, over, over. 

Spring's the next thing. 

With its ploughing. 

And April with her springing flowers, 

And May and June with summer bowers. 

Look forward, look forward. 

I'm looking. 

Looking, looking, looking, looking. 

Think, just think, just think. 

Think of violets, 

Of violets. 

And primroses ! 

Can't you smell them? Can't you smell them? 

I can smell, and see, and taste them, 

I can taste them. 

Shy violets, 

Slender violets, 

Shrinking, shy, and slender violets. 

Gentle primroses, 

Simple primroses, 

Gentle, simple, tender primroses. 
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A THRUSH AT DAWN 33 

Can't you smell them? 

I can smell them, 

I can smelly and see, and taste them. 

Hark, the rooks there 

Picking sticks, 

Sticks, sticks, sticks, sticks. 

Picking sticks to build their nests with, 

To build their great cold, clumsy nests with. 

Caw, caw, caw, caw ! 

Choose a tree, choose a tree, 

A tree, a tree, a tree, a tree, 

A tree, the highest tree. 

The higher the better, the higher the better. 

But not for me ! 

A holly bush for me, 

A bush or a hawthorn tree, 

A brave green hawthorn tree. 

The thicker the better, 

The thicker the better. 

And dark as dark can be, 

Dark, dark, dark, dark. 
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The dark for me I 

Wherein to nestle, wherein to nestle. 
To nestle, nestle, nestle, nestle 
In the brave old hawthorn tree I 
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TO A THRUSH SILENT IN FEBRUARY 25 

TO A THRUSH SILENT IN 
FEBRUARY 

Open your throat, Brown Bird, 

Open your throat and sing. 

Why so fixed and intent 

For what are you listening? 

What was the sound you heard 

That made you hearken so? 

Was it the quickening sap that stirred— 

The sap so sleepy and slow — 

Was it the sap, O speckled Brown Bird, 

That stirred in the roots below? 

Hear you the sharpening sound 
Of the workings underground? 
How each tendril and fibre-thread 
Is stiffening to stretch and spread ? 
Hear you the creak and push 
Of twigs in the hawthorn bush? 
Of the wrinkled points in the pear? 
Though the leaves of the holly are dark 
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26 SONGS OF THE UPLANDS 

And the poplars bleak and bare 

There are buds on the apple, I swear, 

And a crocus has popped out her head to mark 

What it's like in the upper air I 

Lo I a yellow-white daisy's in flower ! 
Sober, yet ready for fun, 
Ready to weep with the dolorous shower 
Or to laugh in the face of the sun. 

So open your throat, Brown Bird, 

Open your throat and sing, 

For the throbs and tremors and tinglings you heard 

Are the leaping pulses of spring ! 
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THE CHANT OF THE ROBINS 

Like a flame of fire in the bush glows the redbreast 

within it. 
Fine as a scarlet thread, in spirals and tendrils. 
Ascends his song from every side of the hedgerow. 

Mounts like fire, but falls like a rippling water. 
Falls like a silver spray from a marble fountain, 
Faint as the music of glass, or a shiver of crystal; 

Or as, when through frosty air a patter of hailstones 
Tinkles upon the leaves, or when lustrous dewdrops 
Drip, drip in the sun from the wooden fencing. 

Not as the throstle's tempestuous outburst of passion, 
Or far off complaint of the nightingale's melancholy, 
But a small near voice from a heart that is glad and 
remembers. 

Such, unto me, rises and falls through the garden 
The friendly voice of the branch-to-branch-flitting robin. 
In autumn antiphony, one bird to another : — 
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28 SONGS OF THE UPLANDS 

First Voice : 

'' Praise unto God I the giver and maker of all things : 

** Of the goodly earth, the sun and the fruitful seasons, 

** Giver of grass and of flowers, of trees and of 

fountains.'* 

Second Voice: 
** Shaper of hills and dales, and of rushing rivers, 
'' Bestower of banks to keep them within their courses, 
'' Giver of pasture lands, and of pools for the oxen; " 

First Voice : 
** Provider of shady coverts and open spaces, 
'' Finder of secret brakes where the herdsmen tread not, 
*' Where the ewes may bring forth young,, and the 
lambs find shelter." 

Second Voice : 
" Praised therefore be God, the Divine Provider, 
'' Who feedeth alike the birds and the beasts and the 

fishes, 
'' The giver of earth to man, with the glory and toil 

of it. 
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THE CHANT OF THE ROBINS 29 

'' Appointing his lot to each, with spoils to the victor : 
" The creature for man, but to man the care of the 

creature. 
'' Praised be God, the Disposer who ordereth all 

things.*' 



Thus in mine ears all day long chanted the red-breasts, 
Flitting from beech to briar, from hawthorn to holly, 
Sang all the day in mine ears as I listened and 
wondered. 
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HARK, HARK, THE LARK I 

Joy, undiluted joy ! 

Joy, inexpressible gladness 
Me and my burden of song doth buoy 

Up in a merry madness. 

Swimming 'tween earth and sky, 
Poised on my quivering wings 

Behold me, the spirit of all that fly. 

Their angel, that soars and sings. 

Joy, past all uttering, 

Gaiety, innocence, mirth. 
As water purling from crystal spring 

Gushes my music o'er earth. 

Up I up ! from the root, 

Out to the light and air, 
IJp, and out bud, bird or brute, 

Whatsoever sweet earth may bear. 

. Out, through Sprmg*s open door 
Old Winter's bars undone — 
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HARK, HARK, THE LARK 31 

Their guide and herald I dart before 
To lead them up to the sun. 

To bathe in the brilliant flood 

Of God*s abundant air. 
And praise the Eternal Giver of Good 

Whose bounties are everywhere. 

• 

Beat upon beat I mount 

The unascended skies. 
Up toward the far imagined fount 

That waters Paradise. 

Onward I drift through the light 

Far beyond seeing or sound. 
Till, faint from rapture of song and of sight, 

I sink to my nest on the ground. 
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LINES 

On seeing a string of Larks exposed for 
SALE in a Poulterer's Shop 

Alas I that godlike man could do this thing ! 
Could not the Heavens protect their nursling. 
The crystal Heavens ye mounted wing cm wing, 

Breasting the light man cannot face nor flee, 
Most glorious swimmers in a blinding sea : 
The young sun's flood of purest majesty — 

All breathless to salute the morning's birth, 
The sky yet streams with your o'erbubbling mirth 
Till I forget that ye are things of earth. 

Accursed his footsteps who so stealthy trod. 
And curs*d the craft of his fell demon-rod 
Who shot thee singing in the ears of God ! 
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WINDERMERE 

Thy silent waters drew me, Windermere, 

And all the mystery of thy faint shores 

Whose reedy, dipping marge is gently laved 

By the adoring water at its feet. 

What subtle fascination dost thou wield. 

Enchanting, winding water of the mere. 

That all my mind yearns towards thy memory. 

Still as I gazed, captive of fantasy, 

.Upon mine ears fell the wet splash of oars. 

And from a distant creek a boat shot forth. 

This in my coloured fancy, richly set, 

Appeared a knight set on some venturous quest. 

Some Arthur^s liegeman, and since of the lake 

Perchance a Lancelot I . . . The mist came down. 

And with the mist departed all my dream. 
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TO THE DAWN 

Now rose Aurora rubbing drowsy lids, 

But half-awake, and yawning mistily 

Till all her form was shrouded with her breath 

And one had said it was her wraith, not she. 

But presently she stretched warm-tinted arms 

And shed her hair overshot with glistening dew 

And shook the dead night's vapours from her limbs, 

A moment poised on air, then laughing, threw 

Her loveliness, all conscious of its charmSj 

Upon a couch of tender turquoise blue. 

For who was this hot posting towards her bower? 

Robed in rich blushes rose she up to meet 

The glorious Phoebus hastening to shower 

His wealth of Orient treasures at her feet. 

He took her to his arms. O wondrous sight : 

Their meeting was the morn, their parting — anight ! 
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ON HEARING DVORAK'S 
PASTORALE 

First trooped the shepherds piping soft yet clear. 
Then on came those fair women, wondrously 
In all the subtle glories of the dance. 
Wind music stirred the grass about their feet, 
And swiftly rang about their gliding steps, 
Till the pressed daisies panted hard for breath. 
But they tired never who with eager feet 
Trod a gay measure round those upturned eyes, 
Wreathing soft arms round th' unresisting air. 
Swaying in graceful curves of symmetry, 
When, lo I transfixed with a sudden cry — 
Mourning the joy that nature lost in Pan — 
The music ceased, then passed out again 
Set to a chaunt of graver minstrelsy. 
Careful insistance on one throbbing note. 
The key of this life's discord, such it seemed. 
Then — ^broke the ring of dancers and dispersed. 
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TO ONE WHO SENT ME FLOWERS 

With loving thoughts of me 

You send me flowers, 
Breathing of many a bank and lea 

And sunny hours. 
I take your tender thought 

So lovingly presented, 
In snowdrops, primroses. 

And violets soft-scented 
(Gathered by yoti, not bought). 

And as with buried lips 

My long parched mouth 
Their balmy fragrance sips. 

Drinks odours of the south' 
From every delicate petal redolent 

Of earthiness and dew. 
And baths of freshening showers, 

So mingled with their scent, 
Rises the thought of you, 

And lol in deep content, 
I kiss you in your gift of honeyed flowers. 
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THE CUP-BEARER'S SONG 

Lo I there thou llest^ 
Chilling the pavement. 
Gold, coral, ivory 
On veined marble. 
Now will I sing to thee, 
O Cleopatra, 
How I, thy captive, 
Cup-bearer, bondslave 
Attyl, the Scythian, 
Wholly have loved thee. 

Prince in mine own land, 
Scorner of wifelings, 
Urger of chariots^ 
Tamer of horses, 
Untiring hunter, 
The deadly archer, 
Trapped by thy minions, 
Here brought in bonds 
Cast 'neath thy footstool, 
Loos'd at thy nod. 
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Lo! me thy beauty 
Fiercer than swordsmen. 
Than fetters stronger, 
Than pride more conquering 
Me to this bondage 
Bowed and compelled. 

Now will I sing to thee, 

Now must thou hear me, 

Thou who impatiently 

Ghafedst at correction, 

Brookedst not instruction, 

Sufiferedst not speech. 

Thou, for whose golden words 

All others tarried. 

Bold men bowed themselves 

Only to hear thee 

Sever the silence 

With swift-aimed arrows, 

Spears, angry lances. 

Javelins of speech. 

Now must thou listen 

The tedious telling. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE CUP-BEARER'S SONG 39 

Hear without chiding, 
O mighty Queen I 

Not as hot warriors 
Loosed from battle 
Ungirt, unharnessed. 
Are wont to fondle, 
Not as great Julius 
Wooed and caressed thee, 
Not yet as Antony — 
Yea, and he loved thee ! 
Not as these lust-loving 
Romans I loved thee : 
These for thy body, 
I, in thy soul. 
Read all the pride. 
The flaming scornfulness 
Of a King's daughter. 
Ruler of men. 
Knew the swift eagle-glance. 
Felt the half tigress 
Leap in the bosom 
Of the queen-woman. 

All that a poet 
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May know of passion 
Knew I for thee, 
O Cleopatra* 
Lo I as a tense chord 
Strung to vibration, 
Yea, as a burnt moth 
Spinneth in agony. 
As breathless motion 
Of wheels at centre 
Trembled my heart 
In midst my body, 
Whirled all my senses. 
Madly flew round it. 
When in some vacant hour, 
None other near thee, 
Thy soft, luxurious hand 
By chance caressed me. 

No such strange ecstacy, 
Such swift delirium 
Knew even Antony, 
Knew any Caesar 
As I a moment past — 
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Summoned to aid thee — 

Knew when thine eyes 

Drew me down, and I kissed thee, 

Knew— as my shaking arms 

Bore thee up, breathless, 

Through that last agony, 

That throned spectacle 

All gazes riveting, 

Rending all hearts; 

Knew, as I treasured 

Each lingering radiance 

Of that rich beauty 

Crowning the world. 

Till in one flash 

Of peerless majesty 

Low on her death-couch 

Dulling the Orientj, 

Immortal Egypt 

Blazed and was gone ! 

Like sun in ocean 

Sinking triumphant, 

Death-spent yet glorious, 

Dazzling the main. 
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Thus have I sung 

Of my love, Cleopatra. 

Now my death agony 

Stayeth my singing, 

No longer captive, 

Cup-bearer, bondslave. 

But as great Attyl, 

The mighty Bow-bender, 

Haste I to plunge 

The sharp steel through this heart. 

Will not your pleasant gods, 

Isis, Osiris, 

Gods of our under-world. 

Do me right justice? 

Say, in some after life 

Shall I not know thee : 

Not then as bondslave 

But equal and lover? 

E'en as I gaze on thee 

Death shuts mine eyelids. 

« « « * * 

Ah ! the rare vision ! 

I come, Cleopatra! 
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A LAMENT FOR BEATRICE CENCI 



" O what am I, 

What name, what place, what memory shall be mine?" 

(Shelley : •* The Cenci," Act 3, Sc. u 



I. THE INVOCATION 

O help me all pure things in earth and Heaven 
To sing of this unhappy ** Beatrice," 

Of one to whom all other gifts were given, 

Except the love that maketh all our bliss. 

Sweet Heaven ! that a soul should madly strive 
Within the grasp of such a hellish might. 

Alas ! what sins had this white soul to shrive 
That worked such expiation in Thy sight ! 

II. THE LAMENT 

How mine heart burns within me at the thought 
Of all thy sufferings, gentle Beatrice, 

Thou canst know never, nor how I am wrought 
To anguish pondering thine extremities. 



Digitized by 



Google 



44 SONGS OF THE UPLANDS 

Ah ! that our tenderest pity could undo 

The unremitting torture thou didst bear, 

Or that our tears, remembering thee, could sue 
For mercy and right judgment, everywhere. 

Thou wast one born to meet the world's caress. 
To be th* admired centre of a crowd. 

Ah ! God, instead of love was given distress, 
Here was one humbled that was never proud. 

Thy life was as some delicate rose-spray 

That dashed and bruised by the tyrannous wind 

Doth ever faintly hope that yet some ray 

Of pitying sun will lift the gloom unkind. 

Like the soft silent carpeting of snow 

The ceaseless falling years o'er thee have shed 

Three centuries deep, a mantle, while below 

Thou keep'st thy state among the lovely dead. 

Thy features as I write before me rise. 

The head half turned to the painter's face,* 

* From the reputed portrait of Beatrice Cend, attributed 
to Guido Reni. 
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Faintly expressive of a mild surprise 

That anyone should care their pain to trace. 

The silent yearning of those languid eyes 

Speeds many a glance in quest of happiness. 

A barren questy how otherwise those sighs 

Which all the failure of the search confess. 

The clear presentment of thine agony. 

The dull oblivion of three hundred yearSj^ 

Hath blunted and erasM, yet, to me, 

Thy sighs were yesterday; to-day thy tears. 
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LINES 

Written when meditating upon the life, death, 
and writings of the poet, master john donne, 

SUBSEQUENTLY DOCTOR. OF DiVINITY AND DeAN OF 

St, Paul's, London 

^^ Antes muerto que mudado "—''Before I am dead how 
shall I be changed " * 

Two difiFering portraits have we of the man : 
The one a lusty gallant, dauntless, bold; 

The other — ^reconcile them as we can — 

A shrouded Death's-head, icy-bearded, old. 

What avalanche of suffering hollowed out 

That sparkling eye, that rosy, resolute cheek 

To this gaunt spectral mask? How came't about? 
How shrank that sunny slope to this grey peak ? 

There first as courtier, scholar, ** King of wit," 
Poet and satirist of manners, Donne, 

Thou stand 'st confessed, prepared to ruffle it 
With any comer, giving placQ to none; 

Dallying at ease, or, rapier on hip. 

Flaunting thy vicious courses 'fore the world, 

* Motto inscribed on his portrait of 1591, when he was i^ years 
of age ; quoted in his life as given by Mr. Gosse. 
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As some bold captain of a pirate-ship 

Patrols the sea, with robber flag unfurled. 
« « « « « 

But ah ! he wakes a tiger from his lair 

That wantonly his loose desires doth tease : 

So passion at a bound thine heart did tear, 

Preyed on thy peace and quick devoured thine 
ease. 

She did confess her love as thus didst sue. 

Wooing was perilous, how then to wed? 
Alas ! for Capulet and Montague 

When the storm burst on thy devoted head. 

Hers still thy worship, hers thy loving care : 

Riches might flee, and worldly pleasures pall. 

These came or went, but worst of all to bear 

And last — ^her death for whom thou sufferedst 

all. 

« * « « « 

This broke thee, Donne, this fretted thee away 
As moths within a garment, or as rust, 

Th' unceasing thought of her by night and day. 
Her life, her death, her love, and loyal trust. 
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Thou who in youth hadst fingered lust's red torch 

Now writhedst for this, self-bound, at conscience' 
stake 

Panting 'mid spiritual fires that sear and scorch 
Thy soul cried out on God its thirst to slake. 

Thus as a brand and warning beacon sent. 

Friends, foes, and such as thou hadst led astray 

Thou didst entreat, adjuring them repent. 

And on their knees with thee weep, fast, and pray. 

So come we to thy last strange picture, Donne, 
(O most fantastic satire of them all !) 

Painted to show thee hasting to be gone : 

Thy living corpse, in coffin, shroud, and pall. 
* * « « * 

Doth a decaying tree bear noble fruit? 

(Thy fruit was noble all men must concede) 
The thistle bears not figs; look to the root : 

The oak springs only from an acorn-seed. 

England, that claimed thine age, disowned thy youth, 
Thy riotous youth spent in unchaste desire, 

Thy too free verse, thy music weird, uncouth, 
That bafl9ed all the teachers of her lyre. 
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Yet — thy discourse of things that are not named, 
In all thy works the one pervading sense 

Of soul and body naked, unashamed, 

Argues, perchance, a conscious innocence; 

At most — a piercing and resistless spirit 

Insatiable of knowledge, as a will 
To prove all things, determining their merit. 

Choosing the good and throwing back the ill. 

As a hot fire in earthen vessel urned 

Thy fevered heart within thee preyed on sin. 
But, even as fire, consuming while it burned 

Whate'er of earthiness it found within; 

Then seeking more expanse, its flames next beat 
Upon the vessel's blood-red sides, when lo ! 

The dull material wjiitens with the heat, 

And shines translucent with the radiant glow. 

So played thy fires, great Donne, from first to last. 
Turning to glory what was erst thy shame, 

Till the fierce embers of thy passionate past 

Kindled thy spirit's white, up-leaping flame ! 
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THE BARBERINI FAUN 

Softy lest he waken and should find us here ! 
How easefuUy his splendid limbs are laid. 
Haply fatigued from following the deer 
Or vain pursuit of some Ausonian maid 
He sought the deep refreshment of this shade. 
Slaked his hot thirst at the cool fountain near, 
Then stretched his length, twitching each furry ear 
As from his sense all sound of things did fade. 

But one day surely wilt thou not awake, 

Some summer's day with chirping birds, at dawn. 

And stiffening out each drowsy limb, betake 

Thyself to some beloved Italian lawn, 

Or plunging from the marge of Como's lake 

Regain thy woods and mountain haunts, O Faun? 
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SIRENS 

Hush ! hush ! that music ! must I stop mine ears 
To such enchanting song? Cover mine eyes 
Lest soft alluring beauty should surprise 
Mine indolent-purposed soul? Away base fears ! 
Have done, grave Monitor, for not thy tears 
Can move me, thus determined on the prize. 
Tho' I be wrecked — 'twere worth the sacrifice. 
Peace, listen to this singer. No man hears 
Save me this witching strain that fills the air? 
See — ^now she beckons. Temptress ! No, ah I no, 
Not evil because gloriously fair. 
Sweet, I will come to thee. I go, I go. 



Ah — ^horror ! There are serpents in her hair ! 
I plunge with monsters to the slime below. 
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TO THE MOON 

Bright shepherd-moon that keep'st a watchful eye 

Over the whitely clustering flocks of Heaven 

As they fare silently across the sky 

Towards the region of the starry seven, 

Or slowly past thine unmoved face are driven 

By the lean wind-hound as he courses by, 

Else quietly encamped about thee lie, 

Thou in their midst— ^as Peter 'mid th' eleven 

Standing apart, discoursed, and was bold 

Glorious in full reflection from his sun — 

To tell the tale as he himself was told, 

So thou — ^thy Master's earthly course being run 

Receivest power to do what he hath done — 

To light lost wandering sheep into the fold. 
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THE HEIGHTS 

At length this peerless summit I have won. 
Grey moors on either hand, and twisting through 
The raggedy rambling road. Hail, sombre view, 
Hail, jetty pines against the sinking sun, 
Like frenzied women all for love undone^ 
Bent all to westward, praying him renew 
His golden love-beams, all the joy they knew 
Before the cutting north wind had begun 
To bruise their tender branches with his blast. 
Peace — ominous shapes, ye suflFer not alone. 
Not your hearts only frozen to the core 
Must mutely mourn th* irrevocable past 
Who in the deepening darkness make your moan 
Crying for that which cometh nevermore. 
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THE HEIGHTS REVISITED 
(To R. H. L.) 

O'er the high moors I ride to meet the blast 

Fresh from the caverns of its northern home, 

Whence, mountaip tarns and salt sea-marshes past, 

It rushes on the tide to taste the foam. 

Thence o'er the reclaimed pastures dark with loam 

Along the well-flanked valleys whirling fast, 

Into the open plain-land it doth roam, 

And sweeps up this grey withered ridge at last. 

Perchance as you stood looking at the sea 

This very morn, this fresh breeze passed you there, 

Dreaming of home and longing to be free, 

And caught a whispered echo in the air 

Of your unuttered thought, unuttered prayer, 

And lo I the wind hath borne it unto me ! 
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ON LOOKING DOWN INTO A 
VALLEY 

My soul drinks in the beauty of these hills ! 
From yon green valley that between them lies 
Come faintest bleatings, sleepy, soft farm cries, 
With long drawn low of cattle; e*en the mill's 
Grim thunder mellowed to a bum> instils 
No fear in living thing : here harshness dies, 
So that the pasturing herds have quiet eyes. 
Here is there peace for man if peace man wills. 

• 
I lingered, looked, then slowly turned away 
Throwing a longing, ever-backward glance. 
As some fond warrior-lover might delay 
In his love's company to grasp his lance, 
Perchance as Mary Stuart in dismay 
Yearned toward the fa^t receding shores of France ! 
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ON THE THOUGHT OF KEAtS VIEW- 
ING THE ELGIN MARBLES 

Here didst thou come and pause and stand at gaze 
With dreamy dark yet widely opened eyes, 
Their startled lids drawn backward in surprise 
At the first sight of these — a, sight t' amaze 
And fire thy soul with splendours of sunrise, 
Thy prism-like mind with the meridian blaze 
Of Athens {laming in our western skies, 
Flashing her light through thee a thousand ways. 

I — musing on these marbles and on thee. 
Faint from their blinding majesty and might, 
Knowing thyself, frail stripling doomed to bow 
To Death that met thee scaling Fame's last height. 
Hectic with self-<X)nsuming ecstacy — 
Ask^ which the greater wonder : these or thou? 
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AFTER VISITING LINCOLN CATHE- 
DRAL, MARCH, 1903 

Millions of men in murderous toil half bent 
From morn till eve in factory or mine. 
From eve till morn in poisonous alleys pent, 
What should they know of Art or things Divine? 
How least should fathom all the builders meant 
By thy fair towers, O Lincoln, that recline 
In all their stately majesty of line 
Against the bosom of the firmament. 

So when from lives built high upon a hill 
Leaning, ye view the base and soiled ways 
Whereon the coarse, degraded mob pass by, 
Weigh not your seeming good against their ill, 
But turn, and in this Temple give God praise. 
With—'* There— but for the grace of God— go I.'* 
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UPON LOOKING ON A PORTRAIT OF 
QUEEN VICTORIA, JUNE, 1901 

O aged white majesty of England ! She, 

She of the unmoved face and sovereign brow. 

Staunch as a grey rock standing out to sea. 

Brave as some gallant vessel's tossing prow 

O'er which the waters break incessantly. 

That rides the mountainous waves — we marvel how ! 

O firm uplifted head that agony 

And crushing years could break but never bow; 

How pitifully we miss thee in the land 

As travellers miss a trusted landmark gone, 

Or mariners an unvarying light that shone 

Above the drifts and shoals of shifting sand ! 

Others thy race shall show us good, but none 

Shall bring for us again thy heart and hand 
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A THANKSGIVING 

O Thou whose fiat knows no tarryings, 

Creator and Destroying Angel, Thou 

Transcending far our faint imaginings 

Of eyes unsearchable and awful brow, 

Thou who from out th' inviolate heart of things 

Dost fulminate th' irrevocable Now 

And lo ! on swifter than the morning's wings 

Our life is fled, we know not where nor how; 

Even to Thee I lift this chaunt of praise, 

My lowly strain of thanks for life's great boon 

Granted to me — to have wandered in sweet ways 

Of skies and flowers that changed from moon to moon, 

Sunned by her love that brightened all my days. 

Marred but in this — ^the end that came too soon ! 
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TO DEATH— THAT CAME GENTLY 

As maay a warrior dreads the first essay 
Of some high-rumoured foe, whom having met 
And proven, he moves high-hearted on his way — 
So upon thee, great Death, my thoughts were set. 
Each year and month, then last from day to day. 
And oft my pillows with my tears were wet 
Picturing the horror of thy grim onset, 
And vampire's leap upon this piteous prey. 

But lo ! thou cam'st in such a gentle guise 

I knew thee not, nor seeing took alarm; 

So softly didst thou close those trusting eyes, 

So lovingly didst lay her on thine arm 

I took thee for a friend ! Thus by surprise 

Thou didst in me thy bitterest foe disarm. 
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THE RUSSIAN MASSACRES 
Moscow, December 30th and 31st, 1905 

There was an hour, high Caesar, big with fate, 

A looked for hour, an hour perchance of grace. 
When, softly mustering at thy palace gate, 

A trusting people prayed to see thy face. 
What ill-timed pride of thine imperial race, 
What counsels of hereditary hate, 
What panic terror, what suspicions base 

Forebade thee yield, or yield at last — ^too late? 

Let wringing of your hands be over now : 

Though time may heal the havoc of your reign 
O worise than impotent ruler, how, oh ! how 
Shall time obliterate the damning stain 
Left by the blood of these unsuccoured slain? 
Ivan was scarce more terrible than thou ! 
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WINTER HOLLY 

O wasted bank, O dark, brave holly trees ! 
Ye whom I loved in seasons long gone by, 
Loved, as a child may love — not asking why; 
Loved, ere I knew that chilly blows the breeze 
At sunset, or that unstirred waters freeze. 
How ignorant, how happy then was I : 
Happy as yon red-breasted pair that fly 
Confidingly about your shrunken knees. 

Yc too have suffered your mid-winter snow, 
Your roots all naked to the biting air. 
Are these the berried boughs I used to know? 
Is this the burnished green you used to wear? 
Perhaps it is, but then it showed more fair, 
Or else my gladder eyes did make it so. 
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SPRING 

O damsel seated on a carpet green 

Of early moss and tender shoots of grass^ 
Whose head a bush o7 slender twigs would screen 

(Not from the sun, for he is hidden ala*^ !) 
From the fierce wind, that pricked with hunger keen 

Lifts his great roar above yon dim morass, 
Say, who art thou that with thy smile serene 

Ralliest the tumbling streamlets as they pass ? 

She answereth not, but if I read aright 

Her name from out the colours she doth wear — 

That emerald gown prinked out with daisies white. 
Those daffodils loose twisted in her hair, 

(Was ever fairer image given to sight?) 
It is the virgin Spring that sitteth there ! 
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TO SUMMER THAT WAS LONG 
EXPECTED 

O lovely maiden blushing o'er a bowl 

Of secret-hearted roses that to thee 
Breathe out their love in perfumed ecstasy, 

Dost thou some passionate tremor of thy soul 
Confide to these ? As Pole Star to the Pole, 

So turn thine eyes to yon far distant sea. 
While thy fond heart on every billowy roll 

Rides forth to meet thy lover's argosy. 

At length he comes, the long desired one. 

His creaking galley moored at anchor lies. 

As dove to nest she to his arms doth run, 
Rivers of welcome streaming in her eyes. 

Though late their summer is but now begun : 
At last, at last the sun is in the skies. 



Digitized by 



Google 



SONNET 6s 



SONNET V 

On picking up a fallen rose 

Not the famed looms of Arras or of Ghent, 
Workers of Louvain or of Lombardy, 
Tho* put to test of all their mystery, 
And time and toil and gold alike were spent, 
Could weave such flawless silken velvetry, 
Neither could dyers from the Orient 
Furnish what hues to this complexion went, 
Nor pale nuns match it with their 'broidery. 

Say, what immortal fingers folded thee 

Leaf within leaf, in microscopic cell ? 

Say, who designed this flower that was to be 

From the rude pod which on the thorn did swell? 

Couldst whisper this more wonders thou couldst tell 

Of mystic workings in Infinity. 
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AUTUMN 

The petals fell long since, and now the leaves 

Follow the way of all the failing earth, 
The destined way for everything that breathes, 

The way of death, of darkness, and of dearth; 
The way he wends to-morrow who now grieves 

For his dead friend. Death's way? The way of 
Birth! 
Except the seed be shaken from the sheaves 

To rot within the ground — 'tis nothing worth. 

Death seals our wishes with the stamp of power. 
Each known behest Love hastens to obey. 

Such as we were within the recent hour. 
Such are our children of a later day. 

In them we live again. O priceless dower 
Of Life and Love that cannot pass away ! 
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OCTOBER 

Once more, O Earth, thy golden locks are sheared, 

And thy fair face full soberly is set 
To dree thy dread inevitable weird : 

Autumn's stern discipline of cold and wet. 
Yet, gentle mother, look not so afear'd 

As one weighed down with burden of a debt. 

Is it that thou in some lone place hast met 
Winter with hollow eyes and icy beard ? 

Shed once more, Ceres, that maternal smile 

Which lately gladdened all thy children dear. 

Are dance and song no longer worth the while 
Because Proserpina's no longer here? 

O, strong Earth-mother, help us to beguile 
At least with show of mirth the waning year. 
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SONNET 

Written after reading G. H. Lewes' account 
of the death of goethe 

So Death at length plucked heart to silence thee 
Where amidst fallen friends thou stood'st alone 
Upon the battle's height, erect, unthrown, 
Not without passion viewing all that sea 
Of surging, tossing, mad humanity, 
Though to all outward seeming cold as stone, 
A solitary king on his far throne — 
Even to thee climbed Death full stealthily. 

Thou saw'st him come, yet seeing gavest no sign. 

In all thy life majestic, so in Death : 

No consternation, just the grave incline 

Of the proud head. O world-remembered sight, 

That calm heroic yielding up of breath, 

Thy spirit's last commanding cry — ** More light I " 
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TO COWPER 

(Lines composed when sitting in the Wilder- 
ness, AT Weston, formerly belonging to 
Sir John Throckmorton) 

Here wast thou used to sit, perchance to sigh, 
Just here where I now sit, and this one thought 
Seems, O most gentle Cowper, to have brought 
Thee and thy spirit's desolation nigh. 
Here thou didst sit, letting the world go by, 
— ^The giddy, spinning world — unknown, unsought. 
Save by the few that loved thee, and who wrought 
Hourly thy life's salvation. This pale sky. 
This tangled mass of woodland, yonder mead 
Were thy delights. Here didst thou oft retire 
With one unfailing friend; here string thy lyre 
To sing of Liberty, the bondman freed. 
Or Poverty, down-trodden in the mire. 
The harvest ours to-day, but thine the seed. 
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^LOUD-CHANGES: A SONNET 

Written when watching the sun go down on 
Lake Geneva 



How wonderful the infinite deeps of sky — 
That storehouse where th' Omnipotent doth keep 
His dread insignia, where He layeth by 
His lightning-rod, where piled in mighty heap 
Lie the dread bolts and arrows He lets fly; 
Where, too, He caverns the great fans that sweep 
The Heavens bare before His searching eye. 
And where He nightly pens the clouds like sheep; 
Or loosens them in flight like mighty drakes 
Streaming in line across the waste of blue, 
Till piece by piece the long procession breaks. 
And now, for outstretched necks and wings that flew, 
Lo I stately ships glide in upon the view, 
Then founder in a sea of fiery lakes ! 
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WALLACE 

Riding by night, lurking by day 
In fens or forests that barred their wa} 
From barren north to south they came 
Guarding their prisoner of fame — 
Him of the glorious Scottish name, 
Wild Wallace, whom they took by snare 
Treacherously, in God's free air, 
Tracked like a lion to his lair. 

With armed men on either hand — 

Rough-bearded like his own rude band, 

He rides in their midst this fierce outlaw 

Whom none could tame, whom none could awe. 

*Twas little their captive seemed to heed, 

Save it was good to bestride a steed. 

(His own was left ere they came to Tweed.) 

Chevaucher ! that was his bed and board ! 

Not one of them all at flood or ford 

Could have spurred with this desperate rebel lord 

Save that all through the harried Border ground 
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They held him leashed like some villain-hound 
That lays back ears for a distant sound. 

His hope their fear, his despair their gain. 
'Sdeath ! What could hinder, what detain. 
Huntsmen who never till now slacked rein ! 
Why were his pack not hot on the scent? 
Their doom was sealed with his banishment ! 
He cursed them for curs every mile he went. 
Had they lost the trail or missed the track ? 
Each stage further his hopes grew slack; 
Small use in barkening or looking back. 
Curses on their bungling work. 
The game was up I They were entering York I 

Thence they struck south on the London road; 
Through Doncaster, Lincoln, Newark strode, 
Past Huntingdon — ^familiar name, 
St. Albans — ^he had heard its fame.. 
And all this way the Southrons came I 
What sought Lord Edward over the Forth, 
Who held all this stretch from south to north, 
Save that lust of conquest in the blood? 
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Reckless Plantagenet hardihood 

Swept him onward like a flood 

'Gainst Saracen, Welshman, lords of France, 

Breathless with any to break a lance. 

Yet — ^Wallace, to gird at a warlike taste ! 

He who had gloated in war and waste, 

In rapine, and many a direful deed. 

(The blest Saints help him now at need.) 

Aye, a bloody reckoning had he to pay 

For many a brutal Border fray. 

But who began it? Twas they, 'twas they ! 

He had fought for Scotland, fought for Bruce, 

Oft — ^forced the Southron to a truce, 

Tricked or trapped them by sudden ruse. 

Black as his thoughts grew his sudden frown : 

Fool, thrice fool, not to seize the crown. 

Then Bruce — ^not he, had been left to drown ! 

Darkly he rode — sl doomed man 

Who must die as best an outlaw can, 

Yet greatly it comforted his soul 

That something he had done to roll 

The tide of Southron conquest back. 

His work was done : let them slash and hack. 

K 
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At length to London's ramparts come 

Without bugle call or beat of drum 

They pass. The sullen warders lour 

On him whoM flouted England's power. 

In all that gaping, hostile throng — 

Full-armed with savage sense of wrong — 

He sees no man to take his part, 

No help save in his own strong heart ! 

Like some fierce Grampian stag at bay, 

How joyfully he'd dare the fray, 

Save for these villain thongs that fold 

His stalwart limbs in their grim hold. 

So bound, and with no herald's din 

Their mighty foeman enters in. 

Only — one high-spiked mouldering head • 

Nods the mute greetings of the dead. 

And Wallace glowering on the horrid gate 

Foretells his own — ^in Prince Llewellyn's fate. 
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THE FOUNDING OF LIVERPOOL 
CATHEDRAL, JULY, 19TH, 1904 

Build ! Can we build as we built of yore^ 
With the laboured cunning, the skill, the lore, 
And the zeal of the craftsmen that wrought before? 

Our purpose, holds it still the same, 

T' exalt One Faith, One Hope, One Name? 

For God do we build— or for fleeting fame? 

Build ye for God, and building so. 
These walls that yet lie deep and low 
Up like a miracle shall go. 

Build ye for God, for Truth and Love, 

And swift into the air above 

Each tower shall rise — a soaring dove. 

Build ye for God, build deep and strong. 
Build wide to circle all the throng. 
And firm to stand against the wrong. 
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Build I till your ships that take the tide 
Sweep from your harbour with richer pride 
Because your sacred towers abide. 

Build ! iill, returning from foreign foam. 
Clear above low-hung mists, your dome 
Shall signal shelter and peace and home. 

Here shall the mariner safe from the seas — 
From storms that toss, from calms that tease — 
Thank the great Master who giveth ease. 

Hither your heroes in triumph led 
Shall nobly bare and bow the head. 
Here shall ye bring your glorious dead. 

From hate and superstition freed. 
No carping sect, no servile creed. 
Shall dominate with craft or greed. 

But unto each that reverently 
Bareth his head — ^these aisles be free, 
Here let all Christian men agree. 

Be these the pinnacles of Peace : 
Within these walls let clamours cease. 
So only shall ye have increase. 
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A BALLAD OF THE MAID OF 
NORWAY 



E Dispensation from Pope Nicholas for the marriage of 
dward son of the kin^ with Margaret, daughter of the 
King of Norway, and heir of the realm of ScoUand." — Pat. 
Rolls, 17 Ed I., Nov. 16, m 4. " Royal letter to Eric, King 
of Norway, begging him to send his daughter to England 
without delay."— lb., April 17, 1290.] 



Six hundred years ago and more 

A deep keel swept from a Northern shore, 

Bearing, amid her glittering host, 

The Daughter, of Norway to our coast. 

If she be not in Scotland by All Saints' Day 
The great Bishop of Durham, Lord Anthony^ 
To the Scottish Keepers is pledged to pay 
Three thousand marks by royal deed. 
The fate of two kingdoms hangs by the match. 
Yet surely they woo with unwise dispatch, 
— Over-reaching in vain attempt to snatch — 
And their wilful haste made but woful speed. 
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She sailed at the close of the summer year. 
And well her mariners knew to steer. 
Yet the vessel foundered. How it befell 
Not a sour escaped to tell. 



Piercing the mists of time and spape 

Do we catch the gleam of a pale young face, 

Half-alien queen of an alien race, 

Bound for her distant country? 

See the great boat moored by the small rude quay 

Where the stately English embassy. 

Impatient of weather^ or wind, or tide, 

Awaits the coming of the bride. 

(The Lord have mercy on their pride!) 

Child, was there one of those haughty peers 
Who led thee aboard the doomed ship 
Survived to tell with what hopes or fears. 
What brave smile conquering the quivering lip, 
Or, for all thy Queenhood, with what hot tears 
Thou didst watch the cables slip? 
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Now down the fiords they pass with glee, 
Guardian prelates and knights in mail, 
The pride of her Northern chivalry ^ 
Crowd the decks of her Argosy, 
Clashing their shields in a martial '* Hail ! '* 
Merry with mirth and minstrelsy 
How should they mark the stiffening sail 
Or the freshening roaf of the rising gale? 

On they fare till the wings of dark 

Cover the face of the shuddering sea. 

When, as fearing to miss some accustomed mark 

Outlining the track of their Western way. 

Or fearful of night's smooth treachery. 

Close to anchor tliey bring the bark 

And anxiously wait for the break of day. 

Was it pressure of gold or of haste beguiled 
The Master to leave that sheltering bay? 
Small chance for a ship in those waters wild; 
Wave upon wave in mountains piled. 
Splitting like thunder on weather and lee 
Saluting this frail little majesty. 
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Whose eyes are the eyes of a frighted child. 
From side to side of that ocean grey 
See them blown about in the wind and spray 
T'wards the perilous currents of Orkney. 
Hear them beat their breasts and pray 
*^ Salve f sanctissime Domine!'* 



Untold the horror of that scene : 

England's Consort, Scotland's Queen, 

Mother of Princes that was to have been, 

Powerless to resist her fate. 

Helpless in midst of all her state, 

Shivering, weeping, heart-desolate. 

Swept to the trough of the rolling sea. 

O the pitiless mockery : 

Neither wed nor crowned. 

Only drowned, drowned, drowned, 

Drifted about on the deep sea-ground. 

With fright-locked fingers and white teeth set, 

Her fair hair tangled with weed and wet, 

Our poor little Lady Margaret. 

WALTER WATTS AND 00,t LTD,, LBICBSTBS. 
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a.Tul iiL '^ Songs ci thi& TJpkinicIs,^ ky 
Law (Fiisbeir Unwin), we faccy i 
sometihing much beyood mere verseHmi 
As beoomes an author who took & high 
at Oamibrid^itihe little work is ficfaorLsur 
laxlmirable in its todmique. But far 
than either it is the sjpontaneity o»f Miss.La«V« 
verse which will sitnke th© reader. It is .a. 
fitrong thing to ©ay, but we really do tiot 
know of anor more peorlect expreission of the 
€on.g-<bird im poetry than her "March 
Thrush," ^exoept, of course, Shelley^s imoior- 
tal liyric. ' It is the very vok» of the throstflo 
made articiilate. In another cenre "The 
Barber ini Faun "is almost equall^ good, and : 
the "Balliad of the Maid pf Norway" is 
gemiine poetry. Alto'g€.feher ** Songs of ih& i 
UpJands " is a book to lo«ve. ' 
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